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| ATI. SCENE a chamber. 
Enter Sir William Wealthy and Mr. Richard Wealthy. 
Neal. I OOK'E, brother, you know my mind, I 
will be abſolute. If J meddle with the 
anagement of your ſon, it is at your own requeſt ; but if, 
irealy or indirectly you interfere with my baniſhment of 
at wilful, headſtrong, diſobedient huffy, all ties between 
s are broke; and I 25 no more remember you as a bro- 
er, than I do her as a child. 
Sir Will, I have done. But to return, You think 
ere is a probability in my plan? 
KR. Weal. | ſhall attend the iſſue. 
Sir Vill. You will lend your aid, however? 
AK. Heal. We ſhall ſee how you go on. Enter Serwant. 
Serw. A letter, Sir. 
Sir Will, Oh, from Capias, my attorney. Who brought 


t r 
Fepv. The perſon is without, Sir. 
Sir Mill. Bid him wait. Lait Servant. | Reads. ] 


Worthy Sir, 

The bearer is the perſon I promĩſed to procure. 1 thought 

was proper for you to examine him viva voce, So if you 
Uniiaiſter a few interrogat2"ies, you will find, by crols- 

ucſtioning him, whether he is a competent perſon to pro- 
cute the cauſe you wot of I wiſh you a ſpeedy iſſue: 

d as there can be no default in your judgment, am of 
pinion it ſhould be carried into iinmediate execution. 

I am, W Sir &o. 
TiO TAHY CAr IAS.“ 

P. 8. The party's name is Samuel Shift. He is an * 
alrable mime, or mimic, and moſt delectable company; 

e experience every Tueſday night, at cur club, che Mag- 

ye and Horſe-ſhoe, Fetter lane. 
Very methodical indeed, Mr: Capias ! John. 
Rater Servant, 
vid the perſon who brought this letter, walk in. [Exit Ser- 
vant.) Have you any curioſity, brother ? 

R. Neal. Not a jot. I mult to the *Change. In the 
vening you may find me in the counting-houle, or at the 
dtock Exchange. [Fart R. Wealthy. 

Sir Vill. You ſhall hear from me. 

Enter Shift and Servant. 
hut the "EY John, and remember, I am not at home, 
Exit Servant] You came from Mr. Capias ? 
Shift. J did, Sir. 
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Sir Will. Your name, I think, is Shift ? W 

Shift. It is, Sir wal | = 

Sir Will. Did Mr, Capias drop any hint of my bufine!#g 
with you ? | | 

Shift. None. He only ſaid, with his ſpectacles on hi 
noſe, and his hand upon his chin, Sir William Wealthy 15 W 
reſpectable perſonage, and my client; he wants to retail 
you in a certain affair, and will open the caſe, and give yo 
vour brief himſelf : if you adhere to his inſtructione, an 
carry your cauſe, he is generous, and will diſcharge you 
bill without taxation. 

Sir Will. Hal] ha! my friend Capias to a hair! Wel! 
Sir, this is no bad ſpecimen of your abilities. But ſee tha 
the door is fat. Now, Sir, you are t9-— 

Shift. A moment's pavſc, if you pleaſe. Yeu muſt know, 
Sir William, I am a prodigious admirer of forms. Now 
Mr. Capias tells me, that it is always the rule, to admin] 

-ter a retaining fee before veu enter upon the-merits. 

Yr H, Oh, Sir, I beg your pardon ! {Gives bim money. 

Ait. Not that I quelion your generoſity ; put Forins 
you know 

Sir Will. No apology, I beg, But as we are to Have 
cloſer connection, it may not be amiſs, by way of intro 
duAiun, to underſtand one ancther a little, Pray, Sir 
where was you born ? 

Shift. At my father's. | 

Sir Will. Hum! — And what was he? 

Siſt. A gentleman, 

Sir Will. What was you bred ? 3 

Shift. A gentleman. | 

Sir Will. How do you live ? 

Shit. Like a gentleman. 

Sir Mill. Could nothing induce you to unboſem yourſelf? 

Shift. Look'ye, Sir William, there is a kind of ſome 
thing in your countenance, a certain opennels and genero 
ſity, a je ne ſcai quoi in your manner, that 1 will unlock: 
You ſhall ſee me all. 

Sir I. You will oblige me. 

Shit. You muſt know, then, th-t Fortune, which fre 
quently delights to raiſe the nobleſt ſtructures from the ſim 
pleſt foundations; who from a taylor made a pope, from: 
gin ſhop am empreſs, and many a prime miniſter from no 
thing at all, has thought fit to raiſe me to my preſent height 
trom the humble employment ot light your honour A 
link boy. 

Sir IU. A pleaſant fellow. — Who were your parents? 

Shift. 
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5 
Shift. I was produced, Sir, by a left-handed marriage: 
in the language of the news- papers, between an ilfuſtrious 
lzmp-lighter and an eminent itinerant cat and dag bptcher. 
—— Cat's meat and dog's meat. I dare ſay, you have 
headd my mother, Sir, But, as to this happy pair I owe 
little beſides my being; J mall drop them where they dropt 
me iin the ſtreet. 
Sir Niil. Proceed. 

Shift. My firſt knowledge of the world I owe to a ſchool, 
which has produced many a great man; the avenues of the 
lay-houſe. There. Sir, leaning on my extinguiſhed link, 
learn'd dexterity from pick-pockets, connivance from con- 
ſtables, politics and faſhions Now footmen, and the art of 
making and breaking a promiſe from their maſters.- Here, 
firrah, light me acrols the, kennel.— ] hope your honour will 
remember poor Jack. You ragged raſcal, I have no half- 
pence— I' pay you the next time I ſee you.. But, lack-a- 


day, Sir, that time I ſaw as ſeldom as his tradeſinen. 
Sir Ill. Very well. 


fied Sift. To theſe accompliſhments from without the thea- | 
tro tre, I mult add one that I obtained within. | 
Sir Sir Will. How did you gain admittance there ? 


Sift. My merit, Sir, that, like my link, threw a radiance 
rovnd me A detachment from the head quartcrs here, took 
poſſelniòn, in the ſummer, of:a country corporation, Where l 
did the honours of the barn, by ſweeping the ſtage, and * 
clipping the candles. There my ſkill and addreſs were fo 
contp:cuous, that it procured me the ſame office, the enſuing 
winter, at Drary Lane, where I acquired intrepidity ; the 
crown of ail my virtues. 

Sir Will. How did you obtain that? 

Sift, By my peſt. For I think, Sir, he that dares ſtand 
the ſhot of the gallery in lighting, ſnuffing, and ſweeping, 
the firſt night of a new play, may bid defiance to the Pillo- 
ry, with all its cuſtomary compliments. 

Sir Mill. Some truth in that. 

550 Shift. But an unlucky crab apple, applied to my right eye 
iin by 2 patriot gingerbread baker, from the Borough, Who 
om al would not ſuffer three dancers from Switzerland, becauſe 

no he hated the French, forced me to a precipitate retreat. 

Sir Fill, Poor devil! 
Al Sift. Broglio and Contades have done the ſame, But, 
as it happened, like a tennis-ball, I roſe higher from the re- 
+> I bound. 
| Sir Will. How ſo? 
Shit. My misfortune moved the compaſſion .af.c 
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the performers, a whimſical man, he took me into his fer- 
vice. To him Lowe, what I believe, will make me vuſeſul 
to you. | | : ; 

Sir Mi... Explain. j 

Shift. Why, Sir, my maſter was remarkably happy in an 
are, which, however diſeſteem'd at preſent, is, by Tully reck- 
ond amongſt the perfections of an orator ; mimickry. 

Sir Fill, Why, you are deeply read, Mr. Shift! 

Shift A ſmattering - But, as I was ſaying, Sir, nothing 
came amiſs to my mailer : Bipeds or quadrupeds ; rationals 
or animals; from the clamour of the bar, to the cackle of 
the b2rn-Goor ; from the ſoporific twang of the tabernacle 
of 'Tottenham-court. to the melodious bray of their long- 
car'd brethren in Bunhill fields; all were objects of his 
imitation and my attention. In a word, Sir, for two whole 
vears, under this profeſſor, I ſtudied and ſtarved, impover- 
iſhed my body and pampered my mind; till thinking my- 
{cif pretty near equal to my maſter, I made him one ot his 
own bows, and ct up for myſelf. | 

Sir Will. You have been ſucceſsful, I hope. 

Sift, Pretty well. I can't complain. My art, Sir, is a 
paſſe- gar tout. I ſeldom want employment. Let's ſee how 
1 ſtand in engagements. [Pulli out a pocket-book.) Hum— 
hum—and Friday I am to give the amorous parley of two 
intriguing cats in a gutter, with the diſturbing of a hen- 
rooſt, at Mr. Deputy Sugarſop's, near the Monumen.. - So, 
Sir, you ſee my hands are full. In ſhort, Sir William, there 
is not a buck or a turtle devoured within the bills of mor- 
tality, but there I may, it I pleaſe, ſtick a napkin under my 
chin. 

Sir Mill. I'm afraid, Mr. Shift, I muſt break in a little 


upon your engagements ; but you ſhall be no loſer by the 
bargain. 


Shift Command me. 

Sir Wil. You muſt know, then, the hopes of our family 
are, Mr. Shift, centercd in one boy. 

Shift. And I warrant he is a hopeful one, | 

Sir Will. No interruption, I beg, George has been 
abrcad theſe four years, and from his late behaviour, I have 
reaſon to believe. that had a certain event happened, which 
I am afraid he wiſhed, - my death 

Shift. Yes; that's natural enough. 

Sir Will. Nay, pray, there would ſoon be an end tc 
an ancient and honourable family, | 
Shift. Very melancholy, indecd. 
Sir Mill. George, as I have contrived it, ſhall er 
a 
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the miſery of real ruin, without running the leaſt riſque, 


Shift Ay, that will be a coup de maitre. 

Sir Wi!l. My brother, ſome time fince wrote him a cir- 
cumſtantial account of my death; upon which, he is te- 
turn'd, in full expeQation of ſuceceding to my eſtate. 

Shift, Immediately ? | 

Sir Will. No; v Len at age, In about three months, 

Shift. I underſtand you. 

Sir Williem. Now, Sir, gueſſing into what bands my” 
heedleſs boy would naturally fall, on his return, I have, in a 
feigned character, aſſociated myſelf with 4 ſet of raſcals, 
who will ſpread every bate that can flatier folly, inflame ex- 
travagance, allure inexperience, or catch credulity. And 
when, by their means he thinks himſelf reduced to the laſt 
extremity ; loſt even to the moſt diſtant hope — 

Shift. \ hat then ? 

Sir Ii il. Then will J ſtep in, if ke his guardian-angel, 
and ſnatch him ſrom perdition, 

Shift. But what part am I to ſuſtain in this drama? 

Sir Will. Why, George, you are to know, is already 
ſtript of what money he could command, by two ſharpers : 
bur as I never truſt them out of my fight, they can't deceive 
me. 

Shift. Out of your fight ! 

Sir Will, Why, I tell thee, I am one of the knot : an 
adept in their ſcience, can flip, ſhufle, cog, or cut with the 
beit of 'em. 

Shift, Row do you eſcape your ſon's notice? 

Sir J ill, His firm perſuaſion of my death, with the ex- 
travagance of my diſguiſe. —- Why, I would engage to 
elude your penetration, when I am beau'd out for the Baron. 
But of that by and by. You have attended auctions ? 

Shift. Auctions! a conſtant puff. Deep in the myſtery. 

| Sir Hil, One of theſe infinuating, oily orators, I will 
get you to perſonate : for we mult have the plate and jewels 
in our poſſeſſion, or they will ſoon fall into other hands. 

Shift, I will do it. 

Sir Will. Within Þ'11 give you farther inſtruQions. 

Shift. Ill follow yeu. 

Sir Mill. | Going, returus.] You will want materials. 

©hi/t, Oh, my dreſs I can he furniſh'd with in five mi- 
nutes. [ Exit Sir Mill.] A whimſical old blade this. I ſhall 
laugh it this ſcheme miſcarries. I have a ſtrange mind to 
lend it a liſt—never had a greater Pho, a damn'd unnatu- 

ral connection this of mine | What have 1 to do with fathers 
and guardians! a parcel of preaching, prudent, careful, 
cur- 
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curmudgeonly dead to pleaſures themſelves, and t'r+ 
blaſters of it in others. Mere dogs in a mange — No, no, 
III veer, tack about, open my budget to the boy, and join 
in a counter-plot. But, hold, hold, friend Stephen, ſee | 
firſt how the land ligg. Who knows whether this German- | 
ized genius has parts to comprehend, or ſpirit to reward thy 
merit. There's danger in that ay, marry is there. *Egad 
before I ſhitt the helm, I'll firſt examine the coaſt ; and 
then, if there be but a bold ſhore and 2 good bottom, have a 
care, old ſquare Foes, you will meet with your match [ Ex. 
SCENE IL. a chamber at Sir George g. 
Enter Sir George, Loader, and Dick. | 
Sir Geo, Let the Martin pannels for the vis-a-vis be car- 
ried to Long-Acre, and the pye-balls ſent to Hall's to be 
bitted Vou will give me leave to be in your debt till the 
evening, Mr. Loader. I have juſt enough left to diſcharge 
the Baron; and we muſt, you know, be punctual with him, 
for the credit of tile country. 

Load. Fire him, a ſnab noſed ſon of a bitch, Levant 
me, but he got enough laſt night to purchaſe a principality 
amongſt his countrymen, the High-dutchians and FHuſlar- 
ians. 8 

Sir Geo. You had your ſhare, Mr. Loader. 

Load. Who, I! Lurch me at four, but I was mark'd to 
the top of your trick, by the Baron, my dear, What, I am 
no cinque and quatre man. Come, ſhail we have a dip in 
the hiſtory of the Four Kings this morning? | 

Sir Geo. Rather too early. Beſides, it is the rule abroad, 
never to engage a freſh, till our old ſcores ate diſcharg'd. 

Load. Qppot me, but thole lads abroad are pretty fellows, 
let *em ſay what they will, Here, Sir, they will vowel 
you, from father to ſon, to the twentieth generation. 
' hey would as ſoon now-a days pav a tradeſman's bill, as a 
Play debt. All ſenſe of honour is gone, not a fliver ſtir— 
ring. Thex could as ſoon raiſe the dead as two pounds 
two; nick me, but I have a great mind to tie up, and ruin 
the raſcals.— What, has Transfer been here this morning? 

Sir Geo. Any body here this morning, Dick? 

Dick. No body, your honour. | 


Load. Repique the raſcal. He promiſed to be here be- 
fore me. 

Dick. I beg vour honour's pardon. Mrs, Cole from the 
Piazza was here, between ſeven and eight. 

Sir Geo. An early hour for a lady of her calling. 

Dick Mercy on me! The poor gentle woman is mortally 
altered ſiace we uſe to lodge there, in our jaunts from" 


Oxford; 
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Oxford ; wrapt up in flannels ; all over the rheumatiſe. 

Load. Ay, ay, old Moll is at her laſt flake, 

' Dick. She bade me ſay, ſhe juſt ſtopt in her way to the 
Tabernacle ; after the exhortation, the ſays, ſhe*ll call 
again. 

* Geo. Exhortation ! Oh, I recolle&. Well, whilſt 
they only make proſelytes from that profeſſion, they are 
heartily welcome to them. She does not mean to make me 
a convert? © 

Dick. I believe ſhe has ſome fuch deſign upon me ; for 
ſne offered me a book of hymns, a ſhilling, and a dram, to 
go along with her. | 

Sir Geo. No bad ſcheme, Dick, 'Thou haſt a fine, ſober, 
pſalm- ſinging countenance; and when thou haſt been ſome- 
time in their trammels, may'ſt make as able a teacher as the 
belt of 'em. | 

D:ck. Laud, Sir, I want learning. 

Sir Geo. Oh, the ſpirit, the ſparit will ſupply all that, 
Dick, never ſear. | {Exit Dich, 
E nter Sir William, as a German Baron. 

My dear Baron, what news from the Haymarket ? What 
ſays the Florenza f Does ſhe yield? Shall I be happy? 
Say yes, and command my fortune. 

Sir Mil. I was never did ſee ſo fine a woman fince I was 
leave Hamburgh ; dere was all de colour, all red and white, 
dat was quite natural; point d'artifice. Then ſhe was 
c_ and ſing ———1 vow to heaven, I was never ſee de 

ke! | 

Sir Geo. But how did ſhe receive my embaſſy ? What 
hopes ? | Eg 

Sir Will. Why dere was, Monſieur le Chevalier, when 1 
firſt enter, dree or four damn'd queer people; ah ah, 
dought I, by Gad I gueſs your buſineſs. Dere was one fat 
big woman's, dat I know long time: le valet de chambre 
was tell me dat ſhe came from a grand merchand ; ha, ha, 
dought I, by your leave, flick to your ſhop ; or, if you 
muſt have de pretty girl, dere is de play-hous, dat do very 
well for you ; but for de opera, pardonner, by Gar dat is 
meat for your maſter. OY 

Si Geo. Infolent mechanic [but ſhe deſpiſed him? 

Sr Will. Ah, may foy, he is dam'd rich, has beaucoup de 
guineas ; but after de fat woman was go, I was tell the Sig- 
nora, Madam, der is one certain chevalicr of dis country, 
who has travell'd, ſee de world, bien fait, well made, beau- 
coup d'Eſprit, a great deal of monies, who beg, by Gar, 
to have de honour to drow himſelf at your ect, 

Sir Geo, 
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Sir Geo Well, well, Baron, | 

Sir Wil. She aſks your name; as ſoon as T tell Her, 
aha, by Gar, dans an inſtant, ſhe melt like lomp of ſagar : 
ſhe run to her bureau, and, in de minute, return wid de 
paper. 

Sir Geo. Give it me. | [ Reads. 

Les preliminaries d'une traitt entre le Chevalier Wealthy, - 
and la Signora Diamenti. 

A bagatzlle, a trifle : ſhe ſhall have it. x 
p Lo zd. Hark'e, knight, what is all that there outlandiſh 
uff ? | 

Sir Ges. Read, read! The eloquence of angels, my dear 
Baron! 

Load S'am me, but the matu's mad ! I don't underſtand 
their gibberiſh. — What is it ia Engliſh f. 

S'r Geo. The preliminaries of a ſubſidy vreaty between 
Sir G. Wealthy, and Signora Florenza ; that the ſaid fig- 
nera will refign the poſſefſion of her perſon to the ſaid 
Sir George, on the payment of three hundred guirers 
moathly, for equipage, table, domeſties, driei:, dogs, and 
diamonds; her debts to be duly diſcharged, and a note 
advanced of five hundred by way of entrance. 

Load. Z5unds, what a cormorant! ſhe muſt be deviliſh 
handſome, | 

Sir Ges. I am told fo. 

Load To'd ſo! Why did you never ſee her? 

Sir Ges. No; and pothibly never may, but from my box 
at the Opera, 

Lead. H=y-day! Why what the devil! 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha, you ſtare ; I don't wonder at it. Tbi; 
is an elegant refinement, ur knoun to the groſs voluptuatics 
of this part of the world. This is, Mr. Loader, what way 
be called a debt to your dignity : for an opera girl. is as eſ- 
ſential a piece of *equipage for a man of feſhior, as his 
coach, 

Load. The devil ! 

Sir Geo. Tis for th2 vulgar only to enjoy what they 
poſſcſs ; the diſtintion of ranks and conditiovs are, to 
have hounds and never hunt; c oks, and dine at taverns ; 
houſes, you never inhabit ; miſtrefles, you never enjoy— 

Lead. And debts, you never pay, Egad I am not ſur- 
prized at it; if this be your trade, no wonder that you 
want money for neceſſtries, when you give ſuch 2 damn'd 
deal for nothing at all. Enter Di-k. 

Diek. Mrs. Cole to wait upon your honour. [| Fxrt. 

Sr Gio, My dear Baron, run, difpatch my affa:c, con- 

clude 


* 


THE MINOR. _ 


clude my treaty, and thank her for the very reaſonable 
conditions. : 

Sir Mill. I fall. 

Sir Geo. Mr. Loader, ſhall I trouble you to introduce 
the lady? She is, I thit k, your acquaintance. 

Load. Who, old Moll? Ay, ay, ſhe's your market-wo- 
man. 1 would not give fixpence for vour fignoras. One 
armful of good, wholeſome Britiſh beauty, is worth a 
ſhip-load o their trapſing, tawdry trollops. But bark'e, 
Baron, how much for the table? Why ſhe muſt have a 
deviliſh large family, or a monſtrous ſtomach. 

Sir Will. Ay, ay, dere is her moder, la complaiſante to 
walk in de park, and to go to de play; two broders, deux 
valets, dree Spaniſh lap-dogs, and de monkey. [ Exit. 

Load. Strip me, if 10012 ſet five ſhillings agalnſt the 
whole gan May my partner renounce with the game 
in his el. if I were you, knight, if I would not 

Sir Gee, But the lady waits. [Exit Lead] A ſtrange 
fellow this. What a whimſical jargon he talks. Not an 
idea abſtracted from play. To ſay truth, I am fincerely 
tick of my acquaintance : but, however, L have the firſt 
people in the kingdom to keep me in countenance, Death 
and the dice level all diſtinctions. 

Enter Mrs. Cole, ſupportid by Loader and Dick. 

Mrs Cole, Genily, gently, good Mr. Lader. 

Load. Come along, old Moll. Why, you jade, you 
look as roſy this morning, I muſt have a ſmack at your 
muns. Here, taſte her, ſhe is as good as old hock to get 
you a ſtomach. 


Mrs, Cole. Fye, Mr. Loader, I thought you had forgot 
me. 

Load. I forgot you ! I would as ſoon forget what is 
trumps. 

Mrs. Cole, Softly, ſoftly, young man. There, there, 
mighty well. And how does your honour do ? I har't 
| ſeen yd ur honour the Oh ! mercy on me, there's a 

twinge - 

Si, Ge. What's the matter, Mrs. Cole: 

Mrs. Cole. My. old diſorder, the rheumatiſe; [| han't 
been able to get a wipk of Oh la! what, you have 
been 16 town theſe two days f 

Sir Gee. Since Wedneſday, 

Mis. Cole. Ar. never once cail-d upon old Cole No, 
no, | ati worn out, thrown by, and forgott- n, like a tit- 
ter'd garment, as Mr Squin:um ſais. Oh, he is a dear 
man! But for him I had been a loſt ſheep ——— There g 
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your old friend, Kitty Carrot, at home ſtill. What, ſhall 
we ſee you tl.1s evening? I have kept the Blue Room ſoc 
you ever ſince I heard you were in town. 

Load. What ſhall we take a ſnap at old Moll's ? Hey, 
Beldam, have you a good batch of burgun y abroach ? 

Ars. Cole. Bright as a ruby; and for flavour ! You 
know the Colonel He and Jenny Cummins drank 
three flaſks, hand to fiſt, laſt night. 

Load. What, and bilk thee of thy ſhare ? 

Mrs. Cole. Ah, and don't mention it, Mr. Loader. No, 
that's all over with me. The tive has been when I could. 
have earned thirty ſhiliings a day by my own drinking, and 
the next morning was neither fick nor ſorry : but now, O 
laud, a thimbleful turus me topſyturvey, 

Lad. Poor old girl! 

Ars. Cole. Ay, | have done with theſe idle vanities 

my thoughts are fix'd upon a * place. What I ſappoſe, 
Mr. Loader, you will be for your old friend the black-cy'd 
girls from Roſemary-lane. Ha, ha! Well 'tis a merry 
ittle tit. A thouſand pities ſhe's ſuch a reprobate !—But 
ſhe'll mend; her time is not cove: all ſhall have their 
call, as Mr. Squintum lays, fooner or later ; reformation 
is not the work of a day. No, no, no. — Oh! 

Sir Geo. Not worſe, | hope. | 

Mr Cole. Rack, rack, gnaw, gnaw, never eaſy, a bed 
or up, all's one. Pray, honeſt friend, have you any 
clary, or mint-water in the houſe ? 

Dick, A caſe of French drams. | 

Drs, Colt. Heaven defend me! I would rot touch a 
dram for the world. 

Sir Geo. They are but cordials, Mrs. Cole. Fetch 'em, 
you blockhead. [ Exit Dic. 

Mrs. Cole. Ay, I am going, a waſling and a.walling, 
Sir Grorge. What will became of the horſe when 1 am 
gone, heaven knows. No. When people are 
miſs'd, then they are mourned. Sixteen years hav? I 
lived in the Garden, comt:rtably and creaitably ; and 
though I ſay it, could have got bail any hour of the day; 
Reputable tridefmer., Sir Georg , neighbours, Mr. Loader 
knows ; no knock me down do11gs in my houſe. A ſet ot 
regular, ſedate, ſober cuſtomers, Sixteen did I ſay—Ay, 
eighte-n yoais have pili ſcot ard lot in the pariſh of St. 
Paul's, and during the whole time, no body has ſaid, Mrs, 
Cole, black's the white ot your eye? Unleſs twice that I 
was core Sir Thomas de Veil, and three times in the 
round-noule. : 


N. Geo. 
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Sir Geo. Nay, don't weep, Mrs. Cole. 

Load. May I loſe deal, with an honour at bottom, if old 
Moll does not bring tears into my eyes. 

Mrs. Cole. However, it is a comfort, after all, to think 
one has paſſed through the world with credit and character. 
Ay, a good name, as Mr, Squintum ſays, is better than a 
gallipot of ointment. 

Enter Dick with a caſe-bettle, and glaſs. 

Load. Come haſte, Dick, haſte ; ſorrow is dry, Here, 
Moll, ſhall I fill thee a bumper ? | 

Mrs. Cole. Hold, hold, Mr. Loader ! Heaven help you, 
T could as ſoon ſwallow the Thames, Only a ſip, to keep 
the gout out of my ſtomach. [Exit Dick. 

Load. Why then, here's to thee. - Levant me, but it is 
ſupernaculum.—Speak when you have enough. 

Mrs. Cole. I won't trouble you for the glaſs ; my hands 
ſo tremble and ſhake, I ſhall but ſpill the good creature. 

Load. Well pull'd. But now to buſineſs. Pr'ythee, 
Moll, did not I ſee a tight young wench in a linen gown, 
knock at your door this morning? | 

Mrs. Cole. Ay ; a young thing from the country, 

Load. Could we not get a peep at her this evening? 
MM.. Cole. Impoſſible] She is engaged to Sir Timothy 
"Trotter. I have taken earneſt for her theſe three months. 

Load. Pho, what ſignifies ſuch a fellow as that! Tip 
him an old trader, and give her to the Knight. 

Mrs. Cole. Tip him an old trader !--Mercy on us, where 
do you expect to go when you die, Mr. Loader? 

: Load, Ccop me, but this Squintum has turn'd her 
rains. 

Sir Geo. Nay, Mr. Loader, I think the gentleman has 
wrought a moſt happy reformation. 

Mrs. Cole. Oh, it was a wonderful work. There had 1 
been toſſing in a ſea of fin without rudder or compaſs : 
but at laſt Doctor Squintum ſept in with a little ſoap-ſuds 
and ſand of the Tabernacle, and ſcower'd my conſcience 
till it became as bright as a pewter-platter. But however, 
Sir George, I hope I ſhall ſoon be able to furniſh you. 

| Sir Geo. As how? Od 

Me. Cole. I have advertiſed this morning in the Re- 
iſter Office, for ſervants under ſeventeen; and ten to one 
ut I light on ſomething that will do. 

Sir Geo. Moſt likely! 

Mrs. Cole. Truly, conſiſtent with my conſcience, I 
would do any thing for your honour, | 
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Sir Geo. Right, Mrs. Cole, never loſe fight of that. But 
pray, how: long has this heavenly change been wrought in 
you ? 
Mrs Cole. Ever fince my laſt viſitation of the gout. 


-Upon my firſt fit, ſeven years ago, I began to have my 


doubts, and my waverings ; but I was loſt in a labyrinth, 


.and no body to ſhew me the road. One time I thought 


of dying a Roman, which is traly a comfortable commu. 
Qion enough for one of us; but it would not do. 
Sir Geo. Why not? 

Mrs. Cole. 1 went one ſummer over to Boulogne to re- 
pent; and would you believe it? the bare-fcoted, bald - 
pated beggars would not give me abſolution, without 1 
quitted my buſineſs Did you ever hear of ſuch a ſet of 
icabby damn'd raſcals—— Beſides, I could not bear their 
barbarity. Would you believe it, Mr. Loader, they lock 
up for their lives, in a nunnery, the prettieſt, ſweeteſt, 
tender, young things : Oh, © of them, for a ſeaſon, 
would finiſh my buſineſs here, and then 1 — have no- 
thing to do, but to think of hereafter. 

Load. Brand me, what a country! 

Sir Geo. Qn, ſcandalons! 

Enter Dick. 

Dick. Mr. Smirk, Sir, has ſent to know if your honour 
be at home. 

Sir Geo. Mrs. Cole, I am mortified to part with you, 
But buſineſs, you know ——— | 

Mrs. Cole. True, Sir George. Mr. Loader, your arm 
=—— Gently, oh, oh! 

Sir Geo. Would you take another thimbleful, Mrs, 
Cole ? 

M.. Cole. Not a drop! ſhall ſee you this evening ? 

Sir Geo. Depend upon me. 

Mrs. Cole. To-morrow I hope to ſuit you We are 


to have, at the Tabernacle, an occaſional hymn, with a 


thankſgiving ſermon for my recovery. After which, I 
ſhall call at the Regilter Office, and ſee what goods my 
advertiſement has brought in. 

Sir Geo. Extremely obliged to you, Mrs. Cole. 

Mrs. Cole, Well, $a eaven bleſs you—Softly, have a care, 
Mr. Loader —— Richard, you may as well give me the 
bottle into the chair, for fear 1 ſhould be taken ill on the 
road. Gently - ſo, ſo! | Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 4 chamber at Sir George's. 
Enter Sir George, meeting Dick. | 
Dick. IR, here's the young woman, Madame Cole 
.J- ſpoke of; poor ſoul ſeems all over in a fluſ- 
tration, [ Exit. 
Enter Lucy. | 

Sir Eco. Upon my credit, a fine figure! Aukward=——— 
Can't produce her publickly as mine; — will you be ſeated, 
Miſs ?—Pr'ythee, why ſo coy ? 

Lucy. O, Sir. 

Sir Geo. Child ! 

Lucy. If you have any humanity. ſpare me. | 

Sir Geo. In tears ! what can this mean? Artifice, A 
project to raiſe the price, I ſuppoſe. Look'e, my dear, 
you may ſave this piece of Pathetic for another occaſion. 
It won't do with me; I am no novice—So child, a truce 
to your tragedy, I beg. 

Lucy. Indeed you wrong me, Sir; indeed you do. 

Sir Geo. Wrong you! how-came you here, and tor what 
purpoſe ? | 

Lucy. A ſhameful one. I know it all, and yet, believe 
me, Sir, I am innocent. 

Sir Geo. Oh, 1 don't queſtion that, Your pious patro- 
nefs is a proof of your innocence 

Lucy. What can I ſay to gain your credit? And yet, 
Sir, ſtrong as appearances are againſt me, by all that's 
holy, you ſee me here, a poor diſtreſt, unvoluntary victim. 

Sir Geo. Her ſtyle's above the common claſs ; her tears 
are real.-Riſe, chiſd. How the poor creature trembles ! 

Lucy. Say then I am ſafe. 

Sir Geo. Fear notning. 

Lacy. May heaven reward you. IL. cannot. 

Sir Geo Pr'ythee, child, collect yourtelf, and help me 
td unravel this myſtery, You came hither willingly ? 
There was no force? 

Lucy. None. | 

Sir Geo. You know Mrs. Cole. 

Icy. Too well. 
Sir Geo. How came you then to truſt her? 

Lucy. Mine, Sir, is a tedious, melancholy tale. 

Sir Geo. And artleſs too? 

Lucy As innocence, 

Sir Geo, Be juſt, and you will find me generous. 

L.:cy. On that, Sir, I relied on venturihg hither. 

Sir Geo, You did me juſtice, Truſt me with all- your 

C2 ſtory. 
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ſtory. If you deſerve, depend upon my protection. 

2 Some months ago, Sir, I was conſidered as the 
joint heireſs of a reſpectable, wealthy merchant; dear to 
my friends, happy in my proſpects, and my father's favourite. 

Sr Geo, His name. 

| Lucy. There you muſt pardon me. Unkind and cruet 
tho? he has been to me, let me diſcharge the duty of a 
daughter, ſuffer in ſilence, nor bring reproach on him who 
gave me being. 

Sir Geo. I applaud your piety. 

Lucy. At this happy period, my father, judging an addi- 
tion of wealth muſt bring an increaſe of. happineſs, reſolved 
to unite me with a man ſordid in his mind, brutal in his 
manners, and riches his only recommendation. My refu- 
fa! of this ill· ſuited match, tho' mildly given, enflamed my 
tather's temper, naturally cholerie, alienated his affections, 
and baniſh'd me his houſe, diſtreſt and deſtitute, 

Sir Geo. Would no friend receive you ? 

Lucy. Alas, how few.are friends to the unfortunate ! Be- 
tides, I knew, Sir, ſuch a ſtep would be conſidered by my 
father, as an appeal from tis juiice, I therefore retired to 
a remote corner of the town, truſting, as my only advocate, 
td the tender calls of nature, in his cool, reflecting hours. 

Sir Geo. How came you to know this woman ? 

. Accident placed me in a houſe, the miſtreſs of 
which profeſſed the fame principles with my infamous 
conductreſs. There, as enthuſiaſm is the child of melan- 
choly, I caught their infection. A conſtant attendance on 
their aſſemblies procured me the acquaintance of this wo- 
man, whole extraordinary zeal and devotion hrit drew my 
attention and confidence. I truſted her with my ſtory, and, 
in return, received the warmeſt invitation to take the pro- 
tection of her houſe. This I unfortunately accepted. 

Sir Geo. Unfortunately, indeed ! | 

Lucy. I will not trouble you with a recital of the arts 
uſed to ſeduce me: happily they have hitherto fail'd But 
this morning I was acquainted with my deſtiny ; and no 
other election left me, but immediate compliance, or a 
jail. In this deſperate condition, you cannot wonder, Sir, 
at my chooſing rather to rely on the generoſity of a gentle- 
man, than the humanity of a creature inſenſible to pity, 
and void of every virtue. | 

Sir Geo. The event ſhall juſtify your choice, You have 
my faith and honour for your ſecurity. For tho? I can't 
boaſt of my own goodnels, yet I have an honeſt feeling for 

| afflicted 
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afflicted virtue; and, however unfaſhionable, a ſpirit that 
dares to afford it protection. Give me your hand. As 
ſoon as I have diſpatched-ſome preſſing buſineſs here, I will 
lodge you in an aſylum, ſacred to the diſtreſſes of your 
ſex ; where indigent beauty is guarded from temptations, 
and deluded innocence reſcued from infamy. [ Eait Lucy, 
Euter Dick. 
Dick. Mr. Smirk, the auctioneer, | p 
Sir Geo. Shew him in, by all means. [Exit Dick. 
Enter Shift as Smirk, 

Smirk, You are the principal. 

Sir Geo. Even ſo. IJ have, Mr. Smirk, ſomething of a 
conſiderable value, which I want to difpoſe of immediately. 

Smirk. You have. 

Sir Geo. Could you aſſiſt me? 

Smirk, Doubtleſs. 

Sir Geo, But directly? 

Smirk, We have an auction at twelve. I'll add. your 
cargo to the catalogue. 

Sir Geo. Can that be done? IG 

Smirk. Every day's practice; it is fer the c:edit of the 
ſale. Laſt week, amongſt the valuable effects of a gentle- 
man, going abroad, I ſold a choice collection of china, 
with a curious ſervice of plate ; though the real party was 
never malter of above two delf diſhes, and a dozen of 
pewter, in all his life. | 

Sir Geo, Very artificial. But this muſt be conceal'd. 

Smirk Buried here, Oh, many an aigrette and ſolitaire 
have I ſold, to diſcharge a lady's play- debt. But then we 
mult know the parties, otherwiſe it might be knock'd down 
to the huſband himſelf. Ha, ha — Hey ho! 

Sir Geo. True, Upon my word, your profeſſion re- 
quires parts. N 

Smirk Nobody's more. Did you ever hear, Sir George, 
what firlt brought me into this buſineſs ? 

Sir Geo. Never. 

Smirk. Quite an accident, as I may ſay. You muſt have 
known my predeceſſor, Mr. Prig, the greateſt man in the 
world in his way, aye, or that ever was, or ever will be; 
quite a jewel of a man; he would touch you up a lot; 
there was no reſiſting him. He would force you to bid 
whether you would or no, I ſhall never ſee his equal. 

Sir Geo. You are modeſt, Mr. Smirk. 

Smirk. No, no, but his ſhadow. Far be it from me to 
vie with that great man. But as I was ſaying, my prede- 
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Saturday. On Friday, at noon, | ſhall never forget the 
day, he was ſuddenly ſeized with a violent cholic. He 
ſent for me to his bed-ſide, ſqueezed me by the hand; Dear 
Smick, ſaid he, what an accident! You know what is to- 
morrow ; the greatelt ſhow this ſeaſon ; prints, pictures, 
bronzes, N medals, and minionettes; every body 
in the world will be there; Lady Dy Joſs, Mrs. Nankyn, 
the Ducheis of Dupe, and every body at all: you ſee my 
ſtate, it will be impoſſible tor me to mount. What can I 
do? It was not for me, you know, to adviſe that great man. 

Sir Ges No, no. 

Smirk At laſt looking wiſhfully at me, Smirk, ſays he, 
d you love me? Mr. Prig, can you doubt it? — I'll put it 
to the telt, lays he; ſupply my place to- morrow.— I, ea 
to ſhew my love, raſhly and rapidly replied, I will. 

Sir Geo. That was bold. 

Smirk. Abſolute madneſs ! but I had gone too far to re- 
cede. Then the point was, to prepare for the awful occa- 
ſion. The firſt want that occurred to me was a wig. but 
this was too material an article to depend upon my own 
judgment; I reſolved to conſult my friends. I told them 
the affair —— You hear, gentlemen, what has happened: 
Mr. Prig, one of the greateit men in his way the world 
ever ſaw, or ever will, quite a jewel of a man, taken with 
a violent fit of the cholic ; to-morrow, the greateſt ſhow 
this ſeaſon ; prints, pictures, bronzes, butterflies, medals, 
and minionettes ; every body in the world will be there; 
Lady Dy Jols, Mrs. Nankyn, Ducheſs of Dupe, and all 

mankind ; it being impoſhble he ſhould mount, I haye 
, conſented to fſell—They ftared—It is true, gentlemen, 
Now I ſhould be glad to have vour opinion as to a wig; 
They were divided: ſome recommended « tye, others a 
bag: one mentioned a bob, but was ſoon over- ruled. Now, 


for my part, I own | rather inclined to the bag; but to 


avoid the imputation of raſhneſs, I reſolved to take Mrs. 
Smirk's judgment, my wife, a dear good woman, fine in 
figure, high in taſte, a ſuperior genius, and knows old Chi- 
na like a Nabob | 

Sir Geo. What was her deciſion ? 


Smirk. I told her the caſe—My dear, you know What 


has happened. My good friend, Mr. Prig, the greateſt man 


in the world, in his way, that ever was, or ever will be, 


quite a jewel of a man, a violent fit of the cholic - the 
greateſt ſhow this ſeaſon, to morrow pictures, and every 
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very thing in the world; all the world will be there; 
now, as It 18 im poſſible he ſhould, I mount in his ſtead, 
You know the importance of a wig ; | have aſked my 
riends—f me recommen ed 2 tye, others a bag what 
is your Opinion? W. y, to deal freely, Mr. Smirk, ſays 
ſhe, a tyc for your round, regular, ſmiling face, would 
rather too formal, and a bag too boviſh, deficient in dig- 
nity for the folemn occaſion ; were I worthy o adviſe, 
you ſhould wear a ſomething between borh —— ll be 
hang'd if you don't mean a major. I jumpt at the hint, 
and a mejor it was. © ; 

Sir Geo So, that was fixt, 

Smirk. Finally. But next day. when I came to mount 
the roſtrum, then was the trial. My limbs ſh ok, and 
my tongue trembl-d. The fi-ſt lot was a chamber- utenſil, 
in Chelſea-china, of the pea-green pattern. It occationed 
a great laugh; but I got tbro' it. Her Grace, indeed, 
gave me great encouragement. I overheard her whiſper 
Lady Dy, upon my word, Mr. Smiik does it every well. 
Very well, indeed, Mr. Smirk, addreſhog herſelf to me. 
I made an acknowledging bow to her Grace, as in-duty 
bound. Bur one flower flounced involuntarily from me 
that day, as I may ſay. I remember:Dr. Trifle called it 


enthuſiaſtic, and pronounced it a preſage of my tutwie 
greatneſ*, 


Sir Geo, What was that? 
Smirk. Why, Sir, tbe lot was a Guido ? a ſingle figure, 
@ marvellous fine performance; well preſerved, and high- 
ly finiſh'd. It ſtuck at ſive and forty ; I, charmed with 
the pictute, and piqued at the people, A going for five 
and forty, no body more-than five and.forty ? — Pray, 
ladies add gentl:men. lok at this piece, quite fleſh and 
blood, and only wants a touch from the torch of Prome- 
theus,-to flart trum the canvaſs and fail a bdding, A 
genera] plaudit enſued, I bowed, and in tee minutes 
knock'd it down at ſixty-three, ten. 

Ser Co. I'm afraid, Mr. S nirk, that like Alexander 
you'il not leave a ſucceſſor, | 

Smirk. O yes, I'believe I ſhall ſurvive in / boy. A 
fine hand at a hammer; to be ſure he made a ivriflia 
miſtake, t'other day ; knock'd down a man inſtead of a 
lot: but he made a pretty apology in the news-papers— 
Fla! ha !—Heigho! [ Ex:ant ſewrrally, 
SCENE II. Eater Sir William and Richard / ealthy. 

R. Wegal. Well, I ſuppoſe by this time, you are ops: 
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fied what a ſcoundrel you have brought into the world» 
ald are ready to finiſh your foolery. 

Sir Will. Gor to the cataſtrophe, good brother ? 

R. Weal. Let us have it over then. 

Sir Will, 1 have already alwm'd all his tradeſmen. I 
ſuppoſe we ſhall ſoon have him here, with a legion of 
bailiffs and conſtables — Oh, you have my will about you ? 

R. Weal. Yes, yes. | 

Sir Will. It is almoſt time to produce it or read him 
the clauſe that relates to his rejecting your daughter, 
That will do his buſineſs, But they come, I muſt re- 
tura to my character, N 

Enter Sir George, driving in two gameſters. 

Sir Ges. Raſcals! Robbers ! that like the locuſt, mark 
the road you have taken, by the ruin and deſolation you 
leave bebind you, And can youth, however cautious, be 
guarded againſt ſuch deep laid, complicated villainy ? 
W here are the reſt of your diabclical crew ? your aucti- 
oneer, uſurer, ard O Sir, you are here? I am glad 

ou have not eſcaped us, however, | 

S r Will. What de devil is the matter? 

Sir Gio. Your birth, which I believe an impoſition, 
pus ves you, however, from the diſcipline thoſe rogues 
| have received. A baron, a nobleman, :a tharper ! O 

ſhame! It is enovgh ta baniſh all confidence from the 
word. On whoſe faith can we rely, when thoſe, whoſe ho- 
nour is held as ſacred as an oath, unmindful of their dty- 
nity, d-ſcead to rival pick-peckets in their infamous arts. 
What argtheſe [pulls our d:ce] pretty implements? The 
fruits of your leiture houts | They are dexterouſly done. 
You have a fine mechanical turn, Emer Dich, 

D. The conftables, Sir, [ Enter Conſtables. 

Sir Geo. Let them come in, that I may conſigu theſe 
gentlemen to tneir care. [To Sir Will.] Your levters of 
nobilgy you will produce ia a court of juſtice. Tho? if 
I read you nignt, you are one of thoſe indigent, itinerant 
nobles of your own creation, which our reputation for 
boſpitality Eyaws hither in ſhoals, to the ſhame of our 
underſtanding, the impairing of our fortunes, and, when 
you are truſte:!, the betraying of our deſigns. Officers, 
do vour duty. 

Sir Mill Why, don't you know me? 

Sir Geo. Jult as I gurſfd. An impoſtor. He has re- 
cover'd thr tree uſe of his torgue already. 

Sir Will. Nay, but George, 
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Sir Geo. Inſolent familiarity ! away with him. 
Sir Will. Hold, hold, a moment. Brother * 
Fet this matter to rights. 
R. Weal. Don't you know him ? 


Sir Ges. Know him! the very queſtion is an affront, 
R. Weal. Nay, I don't wonder at it, Tis your father, 


you fool, 


Sir Geo. My father! Impoſſible! 
Sir Will. That may be, but ' tis true. 
Sir Geo, My ſicker alive ! Thus let me greet the iet 


Fir Will. Alive ! Ay, and 1 believe 1 ſhan't be in 2 
hurry to die again. 
Sir Geo. But, dear Sir, the report of your deatb 
and this diſguĩſe to what —— _. | 

Sir Will. Don't aſk any queſtions. Your uncle wilt 
tell you all. For my part, I am fick of the ſcheme. 
R. Vea I told you what would come of your 3 
Sir Mill. Vou did ſo. But if it had not been for thoſe 
clumſy {coundeols, the eres A good lt:—O George, 
_ I have to make. "Within P11 unravel the 
ole. : 
Sir Geo. It is impofſible, gentlemen to drains your: 
fate, till this matter is more fufly explain'd ; till When, 
k-ep em in ſafe cuſt dy. [Ex. Conflables and Game lers. 
Do you knaw them, Sir ? 
Sir Vill. Yes, but that's more than they did me. I can. 
cancel your debts there, and, [I believe, prevail on thoſe 
28 to refund too But you have been a fad prof- 
yas young dog, George. 
Sir Gee, I can't boaſt of my g20dneſs, Sir, but Irhink 
1 on produce you a proof that] am nor totally deftitute 
o 


ing 


Sir Will. Ay | why then prythee do. 

Ser Goo, 1 "Gel Sir, this day, reliſted a temptation, 
that greater pretenders to morality might have yielded to. 
But I will truſt myſelf no longer, and mutt crave your ia 
terpolitic n and protection. 

Sir Vill. To what ? | 

Sir Geo. I will attend you with an explanatiow in an in- 
ftant. [ Exit. 

And re gnter with Lucy. 

Fear ibid. Madam, you may * rely on the 

Lucy. My father! | 

R. Leal. Lucy! 
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Lucy. O, Sir, can you forgive your poor diſtreſt unha 

girl? You ſcarce can road how hardly I:ve been 12 
nce my baniſhment from your paternal roof. Want, 

pining want, anguiſh, and ſhame, have been my conſtant. 

partners. . | 

Sir Will. Brother ! 

Sir Geo. Sir! 

Lucy. Father ! 

R. Weal. Riſe, child, is I muſt aft thee forgiveneſs. 
Canſt thou forget the woes I've made thee ſuffer ? Come. 
to my arms once more, thou darling of my age.— What 
miſchief had my raſhneſs nearly completed. Nepbew, I 
ſcarce can thank you, as I ought, but — 

Sir Geo. I am richly paid in being the happy inftru- 
-ment—Yet, might I urge a with—— 

R. Will. Name it. m_ 

Sir Geo. That you would forgive my follies of to- day; 
and, as I have been providentially the occaſional guar- 
dian of your davghter's honour, that you would beſtow 
on me that right for Tife, 

R. W:al. That muſt deperd on Lucy; her will. not 
mine, ſhall now dire her choic:— What fays your father? 

Sir Will. Me Oh, Ill ſhew you in an inſtant. Give 
me your hands. There, ahildren, now you are join'd, and 
the devil take him that withes to part you. 

Sir Geo. I thank you for us both. And now, Sir, I hope 
your fears for me are over; for had I not this motive to 
reſtrain my follies, yet I now know the town too well to 
be ever its bubble, and will take care to preſerve, at leaſt, 


Some more eſtate, and principles, and wit, 
Than brokers, bawds, and zameſters ſhall thiok fir. 
[ Exeunts 


TRE END 


